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PREFACE 


The lines in this little volume were writ- 
ten not for publication but to express the 
mood of the writers at different times of 
their life The reader of a gayer mood will 
find a few poems expressing the humorous 
side of life; the lover will find lines ex- 
pressing the joys and also the sorrows that 
love may bring; and the serious minded will 
meet verses that show him the underlying 
serious strain in the lives of the authors. 

C. C. Janzen, Orono, Maine. 
November 25, 1925. 
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THE TWO SPELLERS 






There were two girl spellers 
Who beat all young fellers 
That came in their way. 
From short words to longer 
They spelled and grew stronger 
Through many a day. 








Then came a girl teacher, 

The daughter of a preacher, 
Who was no great fool. 

She took the two wonders 

And trained them midst thunders 
Each minute of school. 








They went to the County 
And offered a bounty 

To all whom they’d meet. 
Then came the young people, 
Filled school to the steeple 

To see the great treat. 







Opponents were falling 
Midst laughter or bawling 
Before the two charms. 
When daylight was closing 
Good many were dozing 
On toil worn arms. 







When morning was dawning, 
The judges were yawning 
With maddened despair. 





They stopped the wild spelling 
Midst riotous yelling 
And crowned the young pair. 


Such is the short story 
Of three women’s glory 
Out in a Kansas town. 
They will be still telling 
Of these women’s spelling 
When Gabriel comes down. 


“a 


The three are now married 
With worries much harried, 
As they would fain tell. 
Each took a professor, 
They would have none lesser, 
But THESE cannot spell! 


There were two girl spellers, 
Who beat all young fellers, 
Good looking or lame. 
They had a girl teacher, 
The daughter of a preacher 
Who gave them world fame. 
G.C.- « 


COME OUT TO THE GOLDEN WEST 


Take a flivver or a train, 

Give yourself a needed rest; 
Stop that slowly throbbing pain; 
Come out to the golden West. 
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We have mountains, we have snow, 
We have sunshine, cooling breeze; 
All around us orchards grow 

For the needs of seven seas. 


We have climate none can beat, 
From the mountains to the sea; 
You will never call retreat 
When the golden West you see. 
Cc. C. J. 


IN ANSWER TO E. R. 


You surely would be punk 
If you should meanly flunk 
Some striving boy or girl 
Who merely had forgot 
One date that mattered not 
In life’s short maddening whirl. 


The man whose name shall stand 
In books of his own land 

Must needs be very dead. 
The bad he may have done 
Is then forgotten, gone, 

And only praise is read. 


And now if ’tis your will 
That some flower-wreathed hill 
Shall mark my resting place, 
Then let me quickly know, 
And I will bravely go 
The way of all the race. 
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TO A FORESTER 


Give me forests made of trees, 
Hives of honey, stinging bees; 
Let each wagon, as it rolls, 
Tell of nature’s daily tolls. 


Give me back my barnyard bench 
And a handsome lively wench, 
There I’ll stay and all my days 
Think no more of Orono’s wicked ways. 
BAN OPA B 


THE KANSAS TORNADO 


Come out with me in breakneck haste, 

For I can hear a roaring, rumbling 

Of clouds that churn all things to waste 

And send men’s homes and barns a-crumbling. 


Come, let us run, a shelter find 

Against the heavens’ furious blowing. 
Just drop your things of every kind, 
For house and all will soon be going. 


Oh, heed my word! No more delay! 
I give you serious warning; 

Come hasten now, or else we may 
Put all our friends to mourning. 


Farewell, if coward you will be, 
I cannot wait,—I must be going; 
We part here for eternity, 

For look how dark it’s growing. 
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In breathless haste I find a spot 
And watch wild nature’s raging; 
All in her path becomes a blot 
When she a show is staging. 


She comes with deafening rush and roar 
Midst blinding, crashing thunder; 
Trees, roofs and walls begin to soar 
And scatter out as so much plunder. 


Old nature is so quiet now 

As though it never mattered, 
And gently fans a whitened brow 
Which just to death she battered. 


So when you hear that deafening roar 
While reading these short stanzas, 
Just hit the trail, don’t wait for more, 
As they do down in Kansas. 
CHG: 


THE POOR FRESHMAN 


I’m a freshman, young and green 
With the color on my mien. 
Never will they let me rest, 
Always comes some foolish test. 


Every day in Chemistry 

Testing freshman’s nullity. 
Know that freshie has no brains, 
Causing him but needless pains. 














Beakers, bottles, test tubes, pipes, 
Formulas to give a man the gripes; 
Fires and liquids, vapors, stench 
All along the Chem stained bench. 


When I make some H2S 

How the girls run from that gas, 
Thinking that they sure are gassed 
And their day has come at last. 


When a mixture does explode 
Or some tools by chance corrode, 
Always is the cry the same, 
“Freshie, freshie, he’s to blame.” 


I will give you warning fair, 

Give me peace and some fresh air, 
Or a story you may tell 

How I drank some HCL. 


That would be a great relief 
And might cure your unbelief, 
As the lowly, moaning bell 
Tolled, one freshman went to : 
Cui: 


THE LONELY PROFESSOR 


There was a professor, 
A lonely Kansasser, 
Who came to the U of Maine. 
From wheat fields to woodlands, 
Through sand dunes and good lands 
He came on the train. 


He found a strange people, 
Stiff as a church steeple 
And certainly as cool. 
The stranger just landed 
Felt lonesome, unfriended: 
A freshman at school. 


But each day found favor 

And brought some new flavor 
To warm the cool place. 

He saw that the teachers 

Were fairer than preachers 
With just as good grace. 


In one of his classes 
There were a few lassies 
Who had a great heart; 
So loving and tender, 
In lady-like splendor, 
For pride was not their part. 


They wrote such good papers 
And never cut capers 

When classes were called. 
They answered each question 
Without a suggestion, 

Yet never were stalled. 


They gave a great party, 
So youthful and hearty 

At Ladies’ North Hall. 
There went this professor, 
The lonely Kansasser, 

To answer their call. 
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With dancing and playing 
And magical saying 
The evening was spent. 
Each minute grew sweeter 
And friendships completer 
Till homeward he went. 


Five months he’s been waiting, 
For bids he’s been baiting, 
But all of no avail. 
Yet daily he’s wondering 
What method of blundering 
Has caused him to fail. 


No unfounded rumor 
Could make things much gloomier 
Than they are today. 
The year is fast going 
And soon he’ll hear blowing 
The whistle that takes him away. 
Gara CREA F 


THE EXPERT MAN 


Not all the fools are dying yet, 

As you may daily see, 

For shysters catch them in their net 
And pluck them oft right merrily. 


There was a fellow in our town 

Who thought he knew a lot, 

And would have gained deserved renown 
If he had stuck to his own spot. 
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He was an expert, as they say, 
On women and their kind; 

He watched them keenly every day 
A perfect one to find. 


He judged their looks and took their size, 
Or smelled the powder on their nose, 
Then he would look so wondrous wise 
And say, “ A fool, who with them goes.” 


Thus had he done for many years 

In weather foul or fair, 

And women harbored gruesome fears 
As only women dare. 


One bright and dewy Sunday morn 

A girl stopped in our town; 

She looked so sweet and seemed forlorn, 
In dress of white and eyes of brown. 


When church bells had their warning rung 
She went out in the village street, 

And joined the slowly moving throng 
That at the House of God would meet. 


And there at church our expert man 
Sat firmly in his bachelor pew. 

He rolled his eyes so he could scan 
The girl who seemed so sweet and true. 


And while the preacher spoke of sin, 
Of failures in each listener’s life, 
Our expert man there did begin 

To think of taking on a wife. 
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The girl looked tender, loving, pure, 
And fair as ever he did see. 

“There is the perfect one, I’m sure, 
And mine she’ll be eternally.” 


Searce was the earnest sermon o’er 
When he rushed out by fateful chance, 
And took a stand beside the door 

To shake her hand or steal a glance. 


She met him frankly with her eyes, 
And smiled to him a heavenly smile; 

It lifted him unto the skies 

And kept him there then all the while. 


And thus a romance swift began, 

Such romance yokels ne’er did see. 

He courted, motored, walked and ran; 
He was in love just terribly. 


A week went by in headlong flight, 

And wedding bells began to ring; 

The pastor joined them Sunday night, 
The bachelor and his sweet young thing. 


They went away to honeymoon, 
And then he got acquainted right, 
For wedding bells had come so soon, 
And things had gone as in a fight. 


Two years have gone, and oh, how strange! 
His home is all a mess and wreck. 

She took his lands, his bonds, his ’change, 
Divorced him quick and then went back. © 
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Dear reader, stop and heed this tale 
If you would woman really know. 
Just shut your eyes, and without fail, 
You'll see that woman is just so. 


Don’t waste a month, a year, a life, 

The best, the sweetest girl to find. 

You'll fail; just jump into the strife 

And humbly, dumbly, act as if you’re blind. 


You cannot gauge a woman’s mind, ~ 
Or fathom what is in her heart; 
Just hitch yourself unto the grind, 
And call it duty, love, or art. 
Cc. C. J. 


TO A FRIEND 


I love her much, I love her more, 
And all my life her I’ll adore; 
She is a girl of features fine, 
And glad I am that she is mine. 


In evenings sweet when nightwinds blow, 
And twinkling stars their beauty show, 
She snuggles up so close to me, 

And vows to love me faithfully. 


My life is like a passing dream 

And things are not just what they seem; 

With her the path looks open, clear, 

And fondest hopes are answered here. 
CoO. d. 
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OVER THE SNOW 


Over the drifting, shifting snow we go, 
Heigh ho, heigh ho, 

Merrily, cheerily, gayly we go, 
Heigh ho, heigh ho. 

Northwinds may angrily, noisily blow, 


‘Driving before them the ice and the snow, 


Meadows and woodlands may covered be, 
Whitened and foaming as the wild sea; 


Over the whirling, swirling snow we go, 


Heigh ho, heigh ho, 
Merrily, cheerily, gayly we go. 


Sleighbells are sounding their heart stirring call, 

Heigh ho, heigh ho, 
Laddies and lassies respond one and all, 

Heigh ho, heigh ho. 
Biting and nipping and stinging the air, 
Heaven’s white blanket spread out everywhere; 
Lightly we sweep through nature’s grand plain, 
Youth is still ours and won’t come again; 
Over the whirling, swirling snow we go, 

Heigh ho, heigh ho, 
Merrily, hopefully, trustingly we go. 

Cc. C. J. 


AMBITION 


The human mind still onward strives 
More heights of power to climb; 

And when at last the goal appears 
It joins the mind Sublime. 
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KEEP A-CRYING 


If at first you don’t succeed 
And you are in direst need, 
Keep a-crying; 
Or your feet in mud are stuck 
And your clothes are full of muck, 
Keep a-crying. * 


When your money is all gone 

And your friends with you are done, 
Keep a-crying; 

If you cannot get some help, 

Others thinking you a whelp, 
Keep a-crying. 


When your girl has left you cold, 

’Cause you were too bald or old, 
Keep a-crying; 

She may find when she has lost 

That you were no autumn frost, 
Keep a-crying. 


If your husband’s late at night 

From a game, or party, fight, 
Keep a-crying; 

And he sneaks in like a tramp, 

Fearful of his lady vamp, 
Keep a-crying. 


If he kisses you no more, 
Show him kindly to the door, 
Keep a-crying; 
You can keep him loving still 
If you only gently will 
Keep a-crying. 
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Though his love may turn to wrath, 

Leading him to some wild path, 
Keep a-crying; 

Summer is not over yet, 

He will have his heart to let, 
Keep a-crying. 


If you cannot make the grade, 

Would prefer to rest be laid, 
Keep a-crying; 

Show you have the victor’s pluck, 

Till your failures turn to luck 
Keep a-crying. 


Keep a-crying all the day, 
It will help in every way; 
Keep a-crying; 
Clouds and rain will turn to light, 
If you only while you fight 
Keep a-crying. 


THE TRAITOR 


A gift reflects, they say, 
Something one would not dare | 
Quite openly betray 

To some one sweet and fair. 


My gift is therefore small 
That through its very size 
You’d hope some time to call 
For that which hidden lies. 
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SHE SAID ”PLL WRITE” 


We sat upon her ivied porch 

In silence deep, profound; 

Her hand in mine, the parting near, 
Expressed our thoughts without a sound. 


At last the dreaded hour had come, 
And at the walk we silent stood, 

The summer stretched before me long 
In weeks of lonely bachelorhood. 


I gazed at her, and she at me 

With eyes that showed a beaming light, 
Then in her heart-bewitching way 

She smiled at me and said, “I’ll write.” 


“T’ll write, I’ll write” above the city’s roar 
Kept sounding in my happy soul, 

And visions of enchanted life 

Arose in mind’s delirious roll. 


Each day at dawn, when night drew ’way 
I heard that sweet voice say, “I’ll write.” 
Then to my work I’d wend my steps 

And do each duty with delight. 


The days did come, the days did go 

At first in hurried, silent flight, 

Then slowly, slower yet, until 

They almost dimmed the voice, “I’ll: write.” 


The weeks and months crawled slowly on, 
The seasons changed in sequence right, 
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And only on a moonlight eve 
I thought I heard a voice, “I’ll write.” 


And write she did in language old 
A message strong, it made me blink, 
Not paper, parchment, cue or book 
Nor with a pencil, pen or ink. 


And here it is for all to see 

In ACTIONS clear as solar light: 

A husband, home, five children born, 

And that’s the way she meant “I’ll write.” 


Why is a woman oft a cad 
And will not rise to moral height ? 
Why won’t she face an issue square, 
But sweetly whisper, “I will write?” 
Cc. C. J. 


COME TAKE A WALK WITH ME 


Come take a walk with me 

Through shady lane and dell, 

The moon is on the hill 

And sheds it glorious majesty 

O’er tree and bush and lonely bower. 


Come take a walk with me! 
The moonlight’s magic spell 
Is stirring to the soul 

And calling us so quietly 

To love’s own holy hour. 
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Come take a walk with me, 
And let us dream tonight 

As arm in arm we wander on 

Of days and years that are to be 
Bound up by love’s own power. 


Come take a walk with me 
Down life’s long checkered path; 
We'll lovers always be 
In youth and age, in good and ill, 
Till life’s last quivering hour 
C. C. J. 


I DREAM OF THEE, MY LOVE, 
MY LOVE. 


Sometimes in evening’s sunset glow 
When shadows long and deeper grow; 
As rosy clouds bedeck the sky, 
More crimson growing as they fly, 

I dream of thee, my love, my love. 


As fleeting rays of dying sun, 

(A hero after race well run), 

Light up the heavens just once more, 

Then bid the night to close the door, 
I iong for thee, my love, my love. 


When starry heavens o’er me spread 
And wait the day of dawning red; 
As twinkling lights from unknown space 
Speak to me with a friendly face, 

I sigh for thee, my love, my love. 











When clouds of thunder roll up high 

Obscure the sun and black the sky, 

As brilliant, dazzling flash 

Comes down with rending, quivering crash, 
I fear for thee, my love, my love. 


When balmy zephyrs glide along 

And birds begin their mating song, 

When lovers wander arm in arm 

And earth has taken heaven’s charm, 
I grieve for thee, my love, my love. 


Though dreams of youth may fade away 
And disappointments claim life’s day, 
Yet when I lay me down at last 
To my eternal rest, 
I’ll dream of thee, my love, my love. 
Cc. C. J. 


TO A FRIEND 


Your heart is still loving and tender and gay, 

But don’t be in a hurry to give it away; 

Your life may be long and your battles be hard, 

And many the friends you will have to discard, 

Yet look for the honest, the noble, the true, 

And when you have found her, hurrah for you. 
: CSG. 





26 


BRING ME BACK HOME AGAIN 


Over the blue ocean, over the dark sea, 

Over the high mountains, over the green lea, 
Through the green valleys and through the wide plain, 
Take me away and bring me back home again. 


Yonder where roses and posies are blowing, 
Farmers are plowing and crops will be growing; 
Yonder where birdies are cheerily singing, 
Children are dancing, with laughter a-ringing,— 
Take me away and bring me back home again. 


May is now here and June will be coming, 

Meadows and fields with flowers will be thronging, 
Clouds will be flitting lazily by, 

Balmy the air and azure the sky, — 

Take me away and bring me back home again. 


Crowds will be gathering on meadow and lea, 
Moonlight will flood them in rapturous glee, 
Light be their spirit and hopeful their heart, 
Youth is still theirs—short life sweetest part,— 
Take me away and bring me back home again. 


Over the blue ocean, over the dark sea, 
Over the white mountains, over the green lea, 
Through the green valleys and through the wide plain, 
Take me away and bring me back home again. 

Ge Cad. 
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GOODNIGHT 


Goodnight. The stars of heaven 
Thy watchmen be 
As in thy sleep 
In safe security 

Thou dreamst of me, yea, me. 


Goodnight. If slumberland 
Full visions be, 
Then let thy eyes 
Thy lover see 

And call him lovingly. 


Goodnight. And though the years 
Be rolling by, 
Yet for thy love 
I'll long and sigh 

Until at last I die. 


Goodnight. The stars of heaven 
Our watchmen be 
As in our graves 
From sorrows free 
We rest eternally. 
OG dL 


FANNIE 


A man, — a gun, — a blinded horse, — 

A moment’s aim, — a flash, — a crash, — 
And mortally wounded, toppling o’er, 

A groan, a scratch, — and then no more. 
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Old Fannie! With that barking sound 
Of yonder fierce and murderous gun 
Our debt, for service you had done 
We paid with powder, lead, anon. 


My Fannie! When your limbs were young, 
Your spirit fierce as life itself, 

You gave your all at our command 

And thirsted, starved, — and this the end. 


Dear Fannie! Twenty years have gone 
Since we repaid your faithfulness, 
Yet oft my boyish heart has bled 
That in life’s eve your blood we shed; 


That when your limbs were weary, tired, 
Your eyes grown dim, your breathing hard, 
We could forget and coldly see 
You blown into eternity. 

C. C. J. 


CHICAGO 


Maker of fortunes, killer of souls, 
Breaker of character, where filth ever rolls; 
Ugly and smoky, and noisy like mad, 
Rushing and roaring to wake the stone-dead. 
Calling yourself the center of learning, of art, 
Where beggar and banker don’t live far apart. 
City Beautiful, you give as your name, 
Proudly, unblushing, without shame. 
If you took time and washed your own face 
No one would know the dirty old place. 

C. C. J. 





BOSTON 


Hub of the whole universe, 

Home of Pork and Beans, and worse; 

Streets that are narrow, crooked in the town, 
Unnamed, double-named, dirty all around. 

Church where Paul Revere once anxiously stood, 
Graves that mark the end of the bad and the good; 
English forgotten, a foreign tongue heard, 
Breaths that are liquorous, and eyes wine-blurred. 


Remnant of an old communism still there, 
Famously known as Commonwealth Square. 
Capitol dome shining in the murky evening sun, 
Emblem of tasks long started and done. 

Art and belle lettres so proudly shown 

To the poor artist who comes from the unknown. 


Boston, old burg, that idles on the Bay 
And dreams and speaks of a long gone day; 
Town where you may chance to see a wan smile 
If you’re observant and walk a long mile. 
Quaint are your ways and queer is your speech, 
Unto which never a Kansan may reach. 
I like you a minute, an hour, perchance even a day, 
Then tired and gloomy, I hurry away. 
C.G; J. 


OVER THE HILL TO THE POOR HOUSE 


Over the hill to the poor house she goes, 

Bundle in hand and a shawl o’er her head; 

Clad in poor gingham of colors long lost, 

Shoes that are breaking ’neath faltering tread, 
Over the hill to the poor house. 
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Furrowed the face that was rosy of hue, 
Hopeless the eyes that shone in their youth; 
Teardrops are glistening and wetting her cheek, 
Sobs are escaping the figure uncouth; 

Over the hill to the poor house. 


Bent is her head and snowy her hair, 
Trembling the hands that were willing and strong; 
Cracked is the voice that was silvery and sweet, 
Breaking her heart as she falters along, 

Over the hill to the poor house. 


Gloomy and silent, forbidding and grim 
Over the hill the poor house appears; 
Slow is her step, she has arrived at last, 
There at the place of her life-long fears, 
Over the hill in the poor house. 


What is the sin and what is the wrong, 
What are the deeds that brought her so low? 
Why after years of service well done 
Must in life’s evening she go 

Over the hill to the poor house? > 


Ah, don’t you know the land of the fair, 
Land where the silver, and copper and gold, 
Iron and oil and railroads and banks 
Go to the daring, the strong and the bold, 
But weaklings to the poor house must go? 


What of the weary, the aged, the sick, 

Crippled, or starving or those in the cold! 

We must make money and turn a new trick 

That we grow bigger and gather more gold, 
We look not over the hill to the poor house. 
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God will help those who care for themselves, 
Let them save money and make it a go; 
If that won’t serve for troublous times, 
Let them take care, or they too may go 
Over the hill to the poor house. 
C.C. J. 


SMELLS 
(To a Chemical Engineer) 


Watch the chemical smells, 
Odoriforous smells,— 
What a swirl of action their portentiousness foretells! 
Roaring, soaring, and ignoring 
The bravely working knight, 
While the light-eyed coeds that o’ersprinkle 
Their noses, seem to twinkle 
With a feminine delight, 
Keeping time, time, time 
‘In a sort of jazzy rhyme 
To the chemicalization that so heavily wells 
From the smells, smells, smells, 
From the heaving, leaving of the chemical smells. 


Catch the laboratory smells— 
Horrible smells! 
What a world of destructiveness their wrathiness 
Clouding up the air of day [foretells. 
In a most mal-odorous way, 
O’er the glass-made test tube pipes, 
Giving eyes and nose the gripes, 
As the cursing junior at his place 
Fights for knowledge of the devilish unknown race 
Of smells, smells, smells, 
Of the hellish, devilish race of smells. 
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See, from out the Aubert cells, 
What a gush of smoke voluminously wells, 
How it swells, 
How it dwells 
On the air. How it tells 
Of the power that impels 
Its rising, while the agonizing 
Of the smells, smells, smells, 
Roaring, soaring clouds of smells, 
Tell of blasting brave careers 
Of some struggling chemical engineers. 
Now a crash, and a dash 
Of escaping clouds of smells, smells, smells, 
As the flames of power outpour 
With a blinding, crackling roar, 
Rising to the quivering sky, 
Scorching, roasting all nearby. 
Buildings rocking, falling down, 
Burying all in a fiery gown. 
One more crash, one more dash 
Of escaping clouds of smells, 
Then at last 
There is rest. 


Watch the chemical smells, — 
Dangerous smells! 
What a horror in them dwells, 
In the smells, smells, smells, 
In the chemical, mal-odorous smells. 
But a step from life to death 
In the drawing of one breath. 
Watch the chemical smells, 
Never resting smells! 
Let the smells, smells, smells, 








And the warning as it wells 
From the smells, smells, smells 
Be a sign for you to heed 

In the hour of joy or need, 

If you choose the gay career 
Of a chemical engineer. 


Cc. C. J. 


THE OUTCAST | 


What he may now be doing 
I surely do not know, 
Or where he may be going 
His face will never show. 
But always he will ring 
And a little message bring 
For evening’s fun and laughter, 
And drinks to cheer the morning after. 
What do I care if people stare 
At all my wildish doings; 
I frizz my hair and fill the air 
With love’s own sweetest wooings. 


And soon he’ll be along 
To see his maiden sweet, | 
His arms so big and strong 
A tender form will meet. 
And I will softly sing 
As to his heart I cling 
Of evening’s fun and laughter, 
Of drinks, and tears the morning after. 
What is there then that business men 
Should have such great misgiving; 
How well they ken that just such men 
Have driven me to devilish living. 
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SCHOOL DAYS 


School days, school days—youthful prime 
Of each strong and healthy life! 

How you speed on wings of time 
Bringing manhood’s toil and strife. 


Stay, oh linger yet a while, 

Moments fraught with work and play, 
In the radiance of. your smile 

Let us live another day. 


For when school days once have flown 
Ne’er again will they return; 

Each must tread his way alone, 
Graver lessons we must learn. 


We must bid farewell to friends 
Whom the years have made so dear. 
Childish planning, dreaming, ends 
For a new day’s dawn is near. 


School days, as you pass, engrave 
One impression on each soul, 

Which life’s storm and dashing wave 
Can’t erase though fierce they roll 


That we strive for things worthwhile 
Looking upward to our goal, 
Wearing on our face a smile — 
Sign of peace within the soul. 
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ONLY A SUICIDE GIRL 


Only a suicide girl on the dark street, 
Nothing to worry or grieve, 
Merely an outcast her fate soon to meet. 


Only a suicide girl whom no one would greet, 
Taken some poison her sorrows to drown; 
Found by a policeman walking his beat. 


Only a suicide girl gone off her wild feet, 
Haggard and weary and filthy of gown, 
Inmate of an unspeakable retreat. 


Only a suicide girl, who should much care; 
Give her the wagon that’s rattling along, 
Dump her,—some unknown grave,—anywhere. 


Only a mother near a death-bed gown, 

Looking and loving and waiting each day 

For the lone suicide girl lost in the big town. 
CoG, 


SISTER-PAL 


Sister-pal, who takes an interest 
In the things that interest me; 
Sister-pal, who’s always ready 
Rain or shine my chum to be. 
She’s the one who gladly listens 
To my tale of joy or woe, 
Always has a word of comfort — 
When the way is hard to go, 
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Or when blessings form the burden, 
She is there to bear a part. 
Sharing joys as well as sorrows 
Links us closer, heart to heart. 
Sister-Pal, she tells her secrets 
Softly in my listening ear, 
And her trials and temptations 
And each little joy and fear. 
Thus a mutual understanding, 
Strong and true between us grows, 
Which the storm of life can’t shatter, 
Matters not from where it blows. 

5. Hi; 


DO RIGHT 


Be sure that you are right and then 
Go on with all your might. 
It matters not what men may say, 
Though bitter be the fight. 


Opinions of the public ne’er 

Can change the true man’s course; 

For him there’s but one way — do right, — 
Once chosen, no remorse. 


Be true to self, be true to God, 
To fellow man be true. 

Do right and in the final end 
The right will triumph too. 
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PLL DREAM OF THEE 


What matter friends or honors fair, 
High recognition everywhere; 
What of the pleasures power may give 
Which but a moment tensely live; 
What is there in a duty done 
When at the end of labors gone 
I turn away from earthly things, 
Yet nothing to me brings 
Thy spirit, — thee! 


Boast not to me of fairer smiles, 
Of mountains, seas, or wondrous isles; 
I care not for life’s sweetest hours 
Midst pompous palaced powers; 
The. honors which mere men bestow 
Are like the ocean’s ebb and flow; 
What matter all these earthly things 
If nothing to me brings 

Thy spirit, — thee! 


In weather fair, or sky o’ercast, 
In gentle breeze, or angry blast; 
On mountains, plains, or stormy seas, 
Midst splendor, fame or earthly ease; 
Though days give way to starry night 
And years pass by in hurried flight: 
No matter what the time may seem, 
Yet ever shall I think and dream 

Of thee, — of thee! - 

CiGeS, 
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IF THOU WERT GONE 


What music would 
The flowers waft, 
Or birdies sing 
As on the wing 
They flew aloft, 
But thou wert gone. 


What message would 
The moonbeams bring, 
As all alone 
On bench or stone 
Of thee I’d sing, 
But thou wert gone. 


What dreams would come 
By starry night 
As from my home 
Away I’d roam 
In restless flight 
"Cause thou wert gone. 


What joy of life 
Could yet remain 
If dark the skies 
And closed thy eyes 
From sorrow, pain, 
And thou wert forever gone? 
CeGr7. 
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FOR SOON IT WILL BE MORNING 


The moon has lost its silv’ry hue, 

And all the stars have passed away; 

Great clouds are hanging overhead 

In dark and threatening array. 
Still bends a mother to her task, 
On fevered brow the cooling flask; 
What matter if each hour but slowly goes, 
For firm in courage, faith, love knows 

That soon it will be morning. 


On distant fields a soldier lies 
In mortal anguish, rending pain, 

While flitting streamers light the skies, 
And all around him are the slain. 

Fain would he let his courage go 

And end it all in one foul blow, 

But faintly still a voice does speak, 

To trust in Him, not death to seek, 

For soon it will be morning. 


On stormy seas, midst jungle trees, 
In blistering fields of tropic sun, 
*Mong superstitious, colored men 
A life its mighty course has run. 
The jungle tent is quiet now, 
And servants.come with saddened brow, 
For kneeling at his strawy bed 
They see their master praying, dead, 
And soon it will be morning. 
Ge Ga B 
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TO A WILTED FLOWER 


I see thee now upon the sill, 

So quiet, drooping, patient, still; 

I look at thee with aching heart 

To wait the hour when we must part. 


Thy faded beauty still is there, 
Thy fragrance fled into the air; 
Thy spirit mellow, soft and dear, 
Has fled away, it is not here. 


I look at thee and there behold 

The aches endured, the dreams untold; 
Thy lifeless form brings back to me 
Renewed pains that would not flee. 


But is there not a lesson here, 

A soothing thought for burning tear? 
And may there not through sorrow, pain, 
A chastened courage rise again? 


I look at thee, but all in vain; 
For tear stained eye, and burning pain, 
For faded hepes and buried dreams 
Thou hast no hope, no help, it seems. 
Ca Cus. 


TOO LATE 


He’s gone. Time creeps along 
And moments seem to hesitate; 
They burn into my aching heart 
Just one regret: too late, too late. 








He sat beside me just tonight - 
So fair, and loving, frank and free; 
A prince was he in fairy land 
And I a queen to him to be. 


His eyes looked calm and steadfast, true, 
Determined strength in every glance; 
He spoke to me of greater tasks 

Where life is like a game of chance. 


He dreamed of life in hottest climes 
Where fevers rage on uncooled brows 
And dangers lurk by day and night 
In jungle, field, or street or house; 


Where man’s supreme and woman’s bowed 
With shame, disgrace, into the dust; 
Where honor, love, and truthfulness 
Are all crushed down by beastly lust. 


A life of danger, suffering, pain, 
Exposure, homelessness and fear, 
At last to find a nameless grave 
And not a friend to shed a tear. 


Such was the life he dreamed tonight 
In youthful passion full and free. 

It chilled my heart, I could not go 
And leave my safe security. 


He’s gone. Time creeps along 

And moments seem to hesitate, 

While burning in my breaking heart 

Is one regret: too late, too late. 
Cie: 
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TO A SNOWFLAKE 


Oh tiny little snowflake 
Of crystal, pure and white, 
Pray tell me what your mission 
On earth this winter night. 
You sparkle in your beauty 
A rival of the star 
Which hides behind your cloud home 
In regions distant, far. 
Why came you from that mansion 
To perish here and die? 
Men trample on your whiteness, 
And you unnoticed lie. 
Or did the Father send you? 
Should you a symbol be 
Of Him who died and suffered, 
Guiltless, in place of me? 
Your purity unequaled 
His sinless heart reveals; 
Your death, the cruel judgment 
For me the Savior feels. 
Oh tiny little snowflake 
With matchless beauty bright, 
Bring to the hearts of mankind 
Love’s message on this night. 


THE MESSAGE OF THE STARS 


I gaze with longing heart and wistful eye 
Into the deep blue of the evening sky, 
And one by one the twinkling stars I see 








Shine forth from earth’s fair, wide-arched canopy. 
What are the words they seem to whisper low 
As ages come and ages swiftly go? 
I long to know the secret that they tell 
Of distant realms where God alone does dwell. 
My finite mind has vainly tried and long 
To catch the burden of their old, old song; 
But God reserved unto Himself that right, 
And I must he content to see their light 
And love them, more for beauty which they bring 
To evening’s sky, than for the song they sing. 

S. H. 


LONGING 


The day has come, — and gone, — 
But not a word from you; 

And with the slowly setting sun 
As busy people’s work is done, 

I know not what to do. 


While loving memory lingers on 
And would not dare forget, 

A slowly throbbing pain has won 
A secret place where none 

Had e’er been harbored yet. 


And as the days will slowly go 
In quiet, mystic flight, 
The silent tears will softly flow, 
Nor stars of hope their beauty show 
In wounded soul’s encircling night. 
Cc. C. J. 
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LONGING 


Always when the twilight deepens 
Into night 

And when shadows from us softly 
Steal the light, 

Then there come to me unbidden 
Thoughts of pain 

And my heart is filled with longing, 
But in vain; 

For I know it is not soon 
That you will come again. 


As I watch the last glow fading 
From the west 

And I see the birdlings winging 
To their nest, 

While the world falls into slumber 
I would fain 

Steal away alone, unnoticed, 
’Cross the plain 

Where I know that I should meet you 
Once again. 


Always when the starry heaven 
Bends above 

And I watch its silent grandeur 
Then, my love, 


’Tis for thee there fall some tear drops 


Like the rain 
Gently on my thirsting spirit 
And the strain 
Of the burden seems to lift 
And grow light again. 





As I watch the silent grandeur 
Every night, 

All o’erwhelmed my soul adores 
Its power and might, 

And I know that He who wisely 
Holds the reign 

In His hand, of world and nation, 
Sea and plain, 

He can also bring you safe 
To me again. 


DADDY 


Often did his hand caress me 

And his arm around me steal; 

Oft his kiss upon my forehead 
I could feel. 

Many times he called me sweetheart, 

I was daddy’s little girl, 

Oft he petted me and fondled, 
Pulling some stray curl. 


Then a shadow fell upon me 

And I missed his loving smile, 

And he fondled me no longer 
For a weary while. 

Mother said he went to heaven, 

God’s own angel took his hand 

Leading him away so quietly 
To a fairer land. 
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But I can’t be glad he’s left us 
For I want him every day; 
Wonder if he too has missed me 
Since he went away. 
Ss. 


MOTHER 


When the shades of evening fall 
And the sunset-glows 

Cast a shadow on the wall 
As the daylight goes, 

When the cloudland city bright, 
Slowly fades away, 

And the evening star’s pure light 
Sheds its silvery ray; 

When the night’s black shadows steal 
Quietly on the land,— 

Then I long once more to feel 
Touch of thy dear hand. 

Long to lean my feverish cheek, 
Mother, ’gainst your own, 

Long to hear you softly speak 
In that tender tone; 

Long to sob my weight of care 
Out on your dear breast, 

For I know your earnest prayer 
Brings soul’s peace and rest. 
Mother, mother, friend most true, 

None can take your place; 
Ever will I cherish you, 
Love your noble face. 
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THE UNTRIED WAY 


We reach the threshold of the door 
That opens on an untried way, 

The path that we have left behind 
Grows dim with the departing day. 


Just as the hand would turn the knob 
That opes the gate, it trembles slight; 
The while the heart — it whispers low: 
“This year, will it bring gloom or light?” 


Our vision cannot penetrate 

The mystery of days to be, 

And gazing back we fain would fear 
The same hard road again to see. 


But in His wisdom and His love 

The Father has withheld that view, 
Which would disclose the sorrows, joys 
The future holds for me and you. 


He would not that our hearts should be 
Long laden down with fear and care, 
When He Himself the power gives 
With which each present load to bear. 


Whate’er the new year has in store 
Fling wide the door, content to know 
That He who orders our life way, 
Reveals each step as on we go. 
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MOTHER 


One look, one grasp, one fleeting breath 

And then sinks back an aching head; 

Yet one more tremor, one more sigh, 

Then close the eyes, and life has fled, — 
Mother. 


Speak not in this my darkened hour, 
Just leave me quiet and unknown; 
Shut out the noise of one time friends 
And let me muse alone 

With Mother. 


Who stood a shelter to the wind, 

A guide in dangerous days; 

Who had a smile when heart was pained 

By life’s rude crushing ways ?— 
Mother. 


Who spoke to me with hopeful words 

When hard and long appeared the road; 

Who warned me of the wiles that wait 

For men who would be true and good? — 
Mother. 


Whose eye in moments of disgrace 

Would grieve, yet grieving, still forgave; 

Whose eye was proud in other days 

When people over me would rave? 
Mother’s. 


Whose is the eye, the voice, the smile 
That I will daily miss; 
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Whose is the hand I’d gladly press 
And smiling, give a filial kiss? — 
Mother’s. 


Who went the darkened way afar 
And bravely here did die; 
Who lies so calm and peacefully 
And points the way unto the sky 7— 
Mother. 
Cc. C. J. 


MY PRAYER 


Lord, teach me how to do Thy will, 
And do it always, always, still,— 
Without a murmur or a plea 

For what I think would better be. 
Thy ways are wonderful and wise; 
To them, Lord, open up my eyes. 


Stay by my side day in, day out, 

So I'll have naught to fear nor doubt. 
Teach me to love like you loved me 
When once you died on Calvary. 

Give me a very willing hand, 

That scatters kindness like the sand. 


And also willing feet that trod 
Along the way that leads to God. 
All this I ask, Lord, hear my prayer 
And help me all life’s trials to bear. 
Let heaven be my end, my aim, 
This all I ask in Jesus name. 


S.-H, 
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TO MOTHER 


Facing life’s trials and struggles, 
Braving the storms alone, 
Tasting the bitterest anguish 
Without a complaint or groan; 
Working though weary and worn, 
Giving her very life, 
Not for herself nor for honor, 
In the thickest part of the strife. 
Doing small tasks unnoticed 
By the busy world rushing by. 
Not asking even a “thank you”, 
Nor heaving an audible sigh; 
Content to know that her labor, 
Her loving and tender care 
Is very much needed by someone 
As well as her daily prayer,— 
Can you guess my dear, dear Mother 
For whom these lines were penned ? 
Why, for you and for none other — 
Her daughter’s dearest friend. 


S. 


OUR GREATEST COMFORT 


When love’s fond ties are broken 
And heart aches in the breast, 
The last farewells are spoken 
The dear ones laid to rest; 
When sad and lone returning 
To home so empty now, 

In silence deep and yearning 
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Your weary head you bow,— 
Think not when men forsake you 
Alone your grief you bear; 
When sobs of sorrow shake you 
There’s no one there to care. 
There is a love so tender 
That watches o’er its own, 
The Lord is your defender 
You are not left alone. 
S. H. 


OUT WHERE MY LOVER IS SLEEPING 


Out where my lover is sleeping 
*Side of a murmuring brook, 
There a lone ivy is creeping 
Out of a shady nook. 


Out where my lover is resting 
Near to a shell-torn tree, 
There a red robin is nesting 
Midst the green waving sea. 


Out where my lover is dreaming 
’"Neath the green cover, alone, 

There the soft moonlight is streaming 
Round a deep marked stone. 


Out where my lover is lying 
Far from the paths I roam, 
There they have buried with sighing 
The love and the hope of a home. 
Week, GAA F. 
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LOVE’S LAMENT 


O silent night, O silvery moon, 
With balmy air and falling dew! 
The night bird sang its gentle tune 
On wings of night that flew. 


Such luminous eyes so deep and dear, 
So gentle, loving, mild, serene; 

For love had come and hope was here 
And life appeared a joyous scene. 


I looked at thee and there beheld 
The trust and hope and love 

Which from thy lovely bosom swelled 
As like an echo from above. 


I see again that angel sight, 

And feel again thy presence near, 
The songs I hear, the starry night 
Its splendor casts around thee, dear. 


But where was hope and life and love 
I feel but sorrow, grief and pain. 

Thy love is gone, and far above 

I know we’ll never meet again. 


The years may creep and night winds sigh, 
The moons may come and stars may shine, 


While birds may sing and flowers bloom, 
And youth shall pass and life decline; 


Though summers pass to winters hoar, 
Yet never shall thy path I trod; 
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And when life ends, death opes the door, 
Alone Ill sleep beneath the sod. 


Then mark my grave and see my stone, 
And see the love I bare for thee; 
I had one love, for thee alone, 
Through mortal life and all eternity. 
Cc. C. J. 


A BIRTHDAY PRAYER FOR A CHUM 


May you always be a candle 
That shines along life’s way, 
However small your corner 
Burn faithfully each day. 


Relight some dying taper 

With love and kindness true; 
*Twill make your own life brighter 
And farther shining too. 


Dear, be a lighted candle, 
Don’t let your light grow dim, 
Oh think for whom your’e shining 
And gladly shine for Him. 
S. H. 


LOST HOPE 


Somewhere the lovelight is fading away, 
Somewhere a heart can no longer he gay; 
Somewhere the clouds are hanging so low, 
Somewhere the tears now painfully flow. 
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Somewhere the day is losing its brightness, 
Somewhere a heart bereft of its lightness; 
Somewhere the birds no longer are singing 
Now for a heart in agony wringing. | 


Somebody’s life is filled with despair, 
Somebody’s home with no happiness there; 
Somebody’s soul with a deep-felt sorrow, 
Nothing to hope, nor a glorious tomorrow. 
C.Ge, J. 


SONNET 


When in the western sky the light of day 

Is sinking fast beyond horizon‘s bend, 

And when the fiery orb last rays does send 

To kiss the weary world — then slip away 

And leave it bathed in restful twilight gray — 

"Tis then while watching daylight’s beauty end 

That mem’ry fond its painful way doth wend 

Back to the hours I spent in carefree play 

Beneath the old home roof; oh then the morn 

Of life was new and filled with beauty rare, 

In childish dreams the sun of hope ne’er set — 

But now, alas, when time’s strong tide has borne 

Me far from childhood’s active joys, despair 

Has dimmed the ray of hope with vain regret. 
S. H. 
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WE ARE THE LAST GUARD 


We are the last guard. 
Our numbers are few 
And daily one or two 
Are closing our eyes 
And bidding you adieu. 


We are the last guard. 

Our cradles stood far away 
Beyond the deep ocean’s wave; 
Our youth knew another tongue 
And our hearts a lighter day. 


We are the last guard. 

When tyrant would fetter 
And drill us with drums 

We left our loved homesteads 
That life might be better. 


We are the last guard. 

We looked not at the terrors 
Of land or of sea; 

We boldly trusted in God 

And He forgave us our errors. 


We are the last guard. 

We came to a strange land 
Where life was a long fight, 
That children should be free 
From War God’s brutal hand. 
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We are the last guard. 
We made you a home 
Where grass only grew; 
And built a live country 
Where coyotes did roam. 


We are the last guard. 

We gave you good schools 

As we never could have; 

For farm, home, stcre or bank 
We gave you the best tools. 


We are the last guard. 

We trained you in God’s word 
Each day of the week, 

That you too might live 

As fit unto the Lord. 


We are the last guard. 

Our hearts have grown weak, 
Our task is now done; 

And soon but sad memories 
You longingly will speak. 


We are the last guard, 
Who braved the wild sea; 
We now say our farewell, 
And trust in His guidance 
To meet you in eternity. 











Then honor the men and the women 

Who risked all earthly reward; 

Place wreaths on their graves 

That coming generations may see 

The courage and faith of the Last Guard. 
C.C.2 




















THE MASTER HAND 


Savior, Thou my life control; 
To Thy love divine 

Let my spirit, body, soul, 

All of self resign. 


Naught of honor do I seek, — 
Jesus, Thee alone; 

While I bow in spirit meek, 
Claim what is Thine own. 


Master, from this lump of clay 
Mould a vessel meet 
For Thy service, Lord, I pray, 
Falling at Thy feet. 


Lord, it matters not how dark 
And secluded, low, 

Is the shelf Thy hand shall mark 
Where Thine own shall go; 


If it only be that spot 

Where Thy will does place 
This poor, humble earthen pot; 
*Tis enough of grace. 
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Though the eyes of mankind will 
Ne’er the vessel prize, 

May the draught it offers still 
Draw them to the skies, 


Till at last the fragments fall 
Broken at Thy feet, 

And in love Thou gatherest all, 
Breathing comfort sweet. 


With Thy touch, Lord, Thou wilt heal 
And make whole again; 

Wilt with Thine own beauty seal 
Life that was not vain. 


Even so until that day 

I will gladly bear 

Shame and pain, glad that I may 
In Thy suff’ring share. 


"Tis enough for me to know 
That Thy Master hand 

Plans the way that I should go 
To the heavenly land, 


Where for Thine own glory’s sake 
Thy hand shall reveal 

Life’s real purpose, and earth’s ache 
Thou for aye wilt heal. 
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LIFE 


Summer’s beauty, moon, and breeze, 
Autumn’s brown and golden leaves; 
Nights of crisp and sharpened air, 
Frosted vines seen everywhere. 


Flocks of shouting, wandering geese 
Flying home like garnered sheaves; 
Stragglers lost in lonesome flight, 
Fading in the gloomy night. 


Winter’s angry northwinds blow, 
Covering all with ice and snow; 
Burying things in furious wrath: 
Emblem of eternal death. 


Youth receding, age draws nigh, 
Hope gives way to fears and sighs; 
Primrosed youth enjoys its day, 
Age, ill health may claim their prey. 


Let each wanderer here take heed, 
Ponder deeply what his need; 

Soon our life has run its course, 

Will not change through grief, remorse. 


Soon the starry heavens above 
Witness sorrowing hands of love 
Laying wreaths on brows that rest 
Till the judgment angel’s blast. 
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